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AGREEABLE SURPRISE. 


ACT I. SCENE. I. 
aum. in raral Merriment, * 


. —RI= . | 
| BIR FELIX AND cor rox. | 


- CHORUS. $ 
RE we sing, dance, and play, | „ 
H K | by = - os —_ 
Is aeharling, when gliding $0 smootbly away. 
Let s still carol the beauties of Spring, 
* Aud love · loru abepberds of summer may sing ; 
| * Tis Autumn bestows full fruition of joy 
2 3 GT PERIENy 
| Een Rv 6 
Sic Felix. The yellow lin | An ib 
2 1 Ligd þ for our winter of age ; == 
While labour sxs:ing, «till rweetens gase, A 
| or wealth, J [ES 755 555 I 
| Here we Nag, Sc. 8 
2 to the ay, and bo * $65 
| WL Teng 1 app ar tour ger Fai? Eons f 
- Sir Fel. O0 11 5 Ma gan # 
| e am 80 8 not 
W homas ? BY 1 J 
the poar: fellow in a barren soil. _ 
Sir Felt. Desire Lingo io come here (Exit Jobs) Hes $1 
Thomas drink my health, (gives bim ey) 3 =! 
Done of our verdure wither to-day for want « A moisture. 11 
- [Exit ITbomas. 
Ah, friend Compion, had you but 3 partnership 
v-ith me to this day, well Ay, ay, I stuck to Blackwell 
| til I converted my wobl into a golden fleece. You must, like 
a silly sheep, go privatecring, and 4 80 be fleeced by the. French 
| i e TIE A | | 
| 2 


Sir Fel. 8 there get you 
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Comp. Why, Sir Felix, no feflections on the part you h 


taken, thought it more honourable to be shorn in facing t h. 
foe, than in Safety to carry back a branded fleece, by fi 
from the enemies of my country. h. 
Sir Fel. Well. said my old-battering ram. You're a lo 
Subject, and shall never be without his Majesty s pictu tt 
while. I have a collection. A friend to the King should neh 
want his countenance. You're a true patriot too; and it's 
Pity, that a lover of his country should ever be in want of t 
blessing she produces. But come, give Ine thevong that fin 
set you agog on privateering., a 


Comp. Sir Felix, I shan' t repine at my private losses, 50 lon f 
rye- 'the TI 


as we can keep the dominion of the sea, and pres 
dent put: into Our hates by our valiant forefathers. 
0 8 O0 N G. $2 2 
| Thus, * my boys, our anchor s weigh 8 ca. 
: See Britains glorious flag a d 4 WE. - 
_  Unfurl tbe swelling sail! | | 
Sound, sound your Shells, ye Tritons W ! 
Let every heart with joy.rebound! . \ 
Mae scud before the gal. CO 2714 
See ry: quits his wat'ry car, | 
. * Depos d by Jove's decree, | 
| " Who bails a Free-born Britisb tar, 
Tobe sov'reign of the sea. 2 7; 
| Now, now, we leave tbe lund behind, | 
Our loving wives, and Sweetbeurts king, CE 
| 7, + Perhaps to meet no more: 1 a 
a — George commands ; it must be _ 
1 Key 8 then let us go! > n 
J or Sigh a wisb. for sbore. ve yEO 
ERIE: 08 For Neptune So 
fin lf Res x A ft bat our decks we cler 
| Dur canvas croud ; the chace we near, n 
in van tbe Frenchman flies, ++. 
A A broadside pour d thro clouds of emole, $ 6 
$7244 17 Oy Captain roars---My hearts of oak ! . 
SLE 454 \ Now draw and board our prize.” | 
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; For Neue Se 
The Scuppers run with Gallic gore ; 
The white rag struck, Monsieur no more $6 
Disputes the British $way. 
"A prize! we tow her into port, wet 
And bark ! salutes from every fort, ES * 
Huzza, my _ buZZu-; | ; 
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CF Sb r 
Sir Felt. Chl: ye, thank ye, old partner! Od! rm 
ha to- day e 

"Comp. Pray, Sir F elix, may 1 beg to know the cause of this 
happiness, and these extraordinary preparations ?_ 

Sir Felix. Why, Compton, tis necessary you should knorr 
this day is a triple festival, a little calendar man, my birth day, 
harvest home, and Laura's wedding. | | 15 

Comp. My daughter! To whom, Sir Felix? 

. Sir Feliz. To m 

Comp. Eugene! I'm surprised! 8 ED. ö 

Sir Feliz. I love to surprise people with wood news | 
You know this was always my intention. — 

Comp. And is this all certain? ee . 

Sir Felix. True as that you have brought up gp bona yours _—_ 
and I your daughter as an oj that! had ted. Lou 
know they love each other, and in this union of hearts my | | 
grand point is answered. I am so happy that my son, by think- * *'Þ 
ing himself nut worth a shilling, has escaped the toppery and 

ideas of dissipation he might have imbibed from a knowledge of | 
being heir to my fortune; and in your Laura I shall have a | 
daughter-in-law possessed of sense to distinguish merit, though Fl 
linked to poverty, and generosity to reward it with her heart. 
© Comp. Dear Sir Felix, this goodness to a child of mine is a 
measure, 1 | 
Sir Felzx. You wicked man, would you oppose Sende „ 
Fa, ha, ha! this is pleasant. Laura loves Eugene, tho she 
thinks he's not worth a groat; and though he doats upon her, 
yet, awed by her fortune, the poor fool sighs at humble dis 
tance. Yes; andegad! there were folks sighing ſor him too. 
Why, do yowknow,Compton, he has made a conquest of a rich 
cheesemonger's widow in the borough,whosupposing him muck - 
poorer than himself, forced money upon him to Jure his affec= 8 
tion. Ha, ha, ha! this old mouldy widow will have him in spite 
of his teeth; and thinking him still incapable of repaying her 
in coin, actually designs to hunt him with an attorney, n SED 
follow him here into the country, to force him into marriage. 
Ha, ha, tra; but where's Eugene now ? because the bri 
groom's presence is necessary at a wedding you know. 
Comp: I left him at home drawing. | 9 
Sir Fel. At study how to get his dread by ccratching upon — 

copper, or daubing canvas. Ha, ha, ha! . 
= Comp. True, Sir Felix. From the idea he has Fortune 1 ö 
Still to court, he is diligent in improving every grace, and acc. 
agauiring every accomplishment that can render him worthy of. 
her favour. 

Sir Fel. Ang Laura i in London, laying out a few Hundreds | 


ave ner thus 1 JoLBINg | 3 * Mx Mw 


Lo 


7 
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Comp. Without an idea that I am her father, or even breath- 


| ing but from your bounty. O Sir Felix! to so many obliga- 
tions in the scale, gratitude i is a feather. 


Sir Fel. Then keep it to yourself, you feather-headed goose. 
Arn't we to be happy?----—-Compton, you took me into 


partnership with. you, when all my stock was a little honesty, 


a poor capital as the world goes | I have now the means, you 
the inclination. . And were you rich and I poor, I know you'd 
act by me, as I mean to do by you. Here! Lingo, Lingo! 
Comp. I see you have brought home your new butler. 

Sir-Fel. Yes, Sir; but he's a curst fellow, as ignorant as 
dirt. It seems he has been a Schoolmaster here in the coun- 
try, taught all the bumpkin fry what he calls Latin; and the 
damn dog so patches his own bad English with his bits of bad 
Latin, and jumbles the Gods, Goddesses, Heroes, celestial, and 
infernal together at such a rate; I took him to oblige a foolish 
old friend of mine, who intended him for Saint Omers; so I 
must keep him to draw — wine, and brew balderdash Latin. 3 
—LTingo! 

Comp. I see a carriage coming down the avenue. 

Sir Fel. Eh! it's Laura. Step you home for Eugene: | 
D- ye hear, Compton? not a word till I break the matter my- | 


self. Edod! they'll be as happy! 


6 I am sure they will be perfectly so. 


| SONG. 
The virgin lily of the night, 
Aurora finds in tears ; - . 
But soon in coif of native white, 4 
Her fragrant bead $be rears. | | 


2 | No longer droops, distress'd, forlorn,. 


But. fresb and blythe as May, | + 
She rises to perf..me the morn, | 
And smiles upon the day. 
de limpid streams of noble source, 
* Toat miles in dur xness flow, 
Emetot ing in their devious course 
* Translucent beauties shew, 
Oer golden sands they gently glide, 
| Unruffled with the gale, 
Reflecting Heaven with splendid pride, 
As rolling through the vale, | [Exit. 


Sir Fel. III puzzle em a little first though; their surprise f 


| and Joy will be the greater. 


Enter Laura, F ringe, and William, with 3 boxes, Oe. 
Sir Fel. Eh, a. welcome 3 mg ein. 
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cash !---Well, well. --Didn't run in debt I hope? _ 1 


he delights in every wish of mine. (Aside, ] First, Sir, I rattled 


owe Italy. 5 


r 


Tuaurd. 1 tank you, Sir,---Here,, Pings take these ang 
into the house. 


Frin. Yes, Madam. 45 | 
Sir Fel. Here we are, eh.!----very e al your. 


Law. No, Sir ; ; your kindness amply supplied me. 
Sir Fel, That's right. But come your journal. 
Tau. Now will he pretend to rail. at my exti avagance, altho' 


up to my milliner's in Bond- street. Mrs. Bufont has acharming 

taste. There's a. cap, Sir ;--—the very crown ot elegance l. 
Sir Fel. And cost a crown in silver, IL warrant now! | {| 
Lau. A crown! dear Sir, it's cheap of thiee guingas. , | | 


Sir Fel. Three guineas !----Bond-street. !---- I hey make 1K 


mighty pretty caps in Cranbourn-alley.. 

Lau. True, Sir; but if we don't yield alittle to the fashions 
of the times, we shall make a rusty appearance to our polished 
neighbours of the Continent. 

Sir Fel. Laura, I like a medium. I'll, neither rust in parti- 
eularity, nor will I be a weather- cock. to every N of fashion. 


S GO N 6. 
TO AN IRISH TYNE. , 1 
IN Jachy Bull, when bound for France,. — 
The gosling ' you disccver ; :3 
But taught to ride, to fence, and dunce, | 
A finisb'd gooxe com s over. 1 
. With bis tierce and carte, sa, sa! | | 
Aud bis cotillion so smart, ba! ha 
He cburms eucb. female beart, ob, la 
A Fackey returns from Dover. 
For cocks and: dogs, see squire at bome, 
Toe prince of country tonies ! 
Return d from Paris, Spa, or Ramm Tu 
Our 'squire's a nice Adonis, „ 
With bis tierce and carte, sa, Sa!“ = 
And bis cotillion so smart, ba! ba !. | 1-2 
He charms the femate heart, —̃ 
Toe pink of muccuronies. = 
Sir Fel. Fora ** or so, 1 should have no objection to a 
snuff at the air of Fontainbleau; should like to see the little chape 
at Loretto, or the great tun of Heidelburgh, or the Escurial, the 
bull feast, the goblins, tapestry, or no offence to his Holiness 
great toe, to po my nose into the Vatican. But after all, I shoule 
be unfashionable enough, to prefer little England to all the 
gardens and fountains of F en and F wing conversa. 
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I W 8 0 N . . 
. TH E tuneful lark, as soaring big b, 
ü Upon its downy wings, 
Wb wonder views toe vaulted Shy, | 
8-5 And mounting $weetly sings, 
| | Ambition swells its little breast ; f 
| Suspended bigb in air ; 

1 But gently dropping to ibe . b 
: Finds real pleasure there. (Exit. 
: Sir Fel. Ha, ha, ha !---Poor Laura. I I surprise vou pre- 
+ | _ -—-Lingo !-—Where is this crrzy butler of mine? Lingo! 

5 Sb he comes at last. Now will he pester 1 me om his 
| 2 d barbarous Latin. — Lingo! | 
5 Enter Lingo. 
E Lin I'm here Domine Felix. 
4 Sir Fel. D mine! I'll domine Pon blockhead against the 
wall, if you Domine me. 
E | Lin. I won't, Domine Felix. : SHR 
Sir Fel. Again 1 
it Tin. I've done, Domine Felix. 
1 * I Sir Fel. Are your knives and * and every thing ready 
1 for supper? £ 
4 | Tin. All ready, 88 Felix. | 5 
Sir Fel. O damn your Domine Pray Lingo, stir and be 
dldever;—a great deal to do; And I beseech you, let me hear 
no more of your cursed Latin. Exit. 
. Lin. My cursed Latin! a blessed ignorant family this I 
have got into! 


* - 


35 Enter Cudden, BS "2 
} | Cudden, hither so fast? 

"|  Cud. I am: going upon the lawn to be merry, and to dance 
with. my sweetheart the dairy maid, We'll have such game !--- 

4 Lin. Game! Cudden, you must know the Olympic games 
were propria quæ maribus mascula dicas. 

Cud. I know nought of French, master Lingo. I loves to 
hear good English, because as why, I speaks good Englich; | 
and 80 good bye meister butler. | 3 — 3 
| Enter Stump. | „ 
4 [ Lin. 0 farmer Stump! | PIE 
| Stum. I can't stay. 2 
Lin. You can't stay! O you Adonis of the woods, —Ut 
sunt divorum, Mars, Bocchus, Apollo, vivorum, 

Stu. I don't understand Greek. 

Baz Ay, ay, all my Latin's Greek to these people, y you un- 
ppy clowns, oh you Cyclops! they know nothing, nor won't 
<1; 5 Lure Not a soul in the house will listen to me but 

2 the dai -maid ; and She. 's going to jig it upoa_ the 
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lawn with the dancing fawns and rusty 2 And ber 
she comes. 3 I 
nada Enter Cowslip; with: a bowl 1 cream, 925 
My sweet Couwslip, property” call 
' huc et hoc. 
Cow. I have put the hoc into the Hub N. 5 and 


here it is. 
Lin. What a 1 _ it is! 


Cow. Will you take it within, Mr. Lirigo * 

Lin. No, child; I prefer the air, Zephyrus, Kolus, Pome 
and other gentle, breezes will attend us here, I love the frag- 
rant gales. Cowslip sit down; you're a noun adjective, and 
must not stand by yourself. A 4 have a toast. 

Cow. I'll go bake one, Sir 

Lin. No, I'll make one: Here's that the mantis may | 


never be neuter to:the feminine gender. 2 
Cow. Here's that ay, here's the masculine to the feminine 


gender (drinks) O Lord! I left out the neuter. 


Lin. Y our were right, Recte, Puella. 1 know these things, | 


ehild, so did Ovid and Czsar. 

Cow. What, Cæsar the great dog, Sir? | 

Lin. No, child! Judas Cæsar. Romulus and Remus were 
suckled by a wolf. T hey. ravished the Sabine girls and found 
Rome in Italy. 5 | 

Cow. Ah! such fellows would fitid room any where, 

Lin. J upiter was a fine God; he swam on a bull to Europe, 
He went into a flash of fire for Semele. 

Cow. Ves, Sir, he'd go wy lengths for his ale. 

Lin. I mean his amour '- 

Cow. O ay; he'd drink with Movrs or Turks either. 
Lin. ,Drink! who? 1 

Cow. Who! why Jew Peter, the old clothes man. | 

Lin. O cœlum in terra! for all my conversation, I find you 


know no more than the parson of the parish. Ah, Cowslip, t 


if you was a goddess! the goddesses knew men and things. 
Cow. More shame for em, Mr. Lingo, I say.! 


Lin. Jove loved an eagle, Mars a ton, Phebus ; cock, 4 | 


Venus a pidgeon, Minerva loved an owl. 


Cow. I should not have thought of your cock lions, your 1 


owls, and your pidgeons, if I wasa goddess—give me a roast 
duck. | 

Lin. If you was Flora or Ceres Da 

Cow. Serus ! 1 am Serus. | 

_ Lin, O Cbwslip, the great old hejves perhaps you bes 
never heard of, Homer, Moses, Wee or Wat Tyler! 


Cow. No indeed, Sir, not 1. | . 


> > . — — Io doe — ö— — — — — 
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-< 100 | 
Lin. Cowslip, don't love the clowns. That fellow, that 
Cudden, is a colossus of the road. He's a clown, a mere Phea- | 
tant; and yet, I suspect this Faunus, this young Silenus is 
eo: Loud nottetmy cream, 
Com. I cou t set my cream, Sir, withouta pam in thedairy. 
. © Comdlip, the N c 
SUCH beauties in view, I 
Can never praise too bigh > 
Not Pallas s blue eye „„ 
Is brigbter than thine. 3 
a. of Susannab, : | 
Nor gold 7 
Nor moon of Dianna, 
Fn So clear can sbine! 
Not beard of Selinus, -— 
Nor tresses of Venus, a . 
1 swear by Que Genus ! | 
Mitb yours can compare: 
* 9 
| or flower de luces. 
For all the Nine Muses, 
3 To me is 80. fair. 
chonvus. 8 Posies and rOSES, 


Tour hreath all s oweet 1 
* the tip of your ip, - 
As they trip, tbe bees 
Honey si 1 like choice slip, 
And their bybla forget. 
1 1 
; d 
And ride up Parnassus, 
To Helicon's stream : 
Even that is a puddle © 
Where others may muddle ; 
My nose let me fuddle 
In bowls of your cream ; 
Old Fove, the great Hector, 
May tipple bis Nectar, 
of Gods the director, 
And thunder above ; 
I'd quaff at a full can, 
| As Bacchus or Vulcan, 
Or Fove the old bull can, 
To ber that I Rea cnonus, b. 
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SCENE IL A Chamber. 6 Ji4 3 

: Enter Laura. 3 
Wer an Bog - home, over his books and paint · We. 
ing, _ sup d be here if he thought I was eme back. 
he n all — and attention; but his diffidence and 
1 respect almost make me a sometimes. Howes : :; 
little absence endears to us the object e our affection ! 5 1 


— 


So Enter Eugene e 555 
Eng. Von have been in London, Madam. 1 
Lax. Just returned, Eugene. Why will you call me madam? = 
you know I don't like it. -- 1 i #1 
_ Impute my offence to the real cause, hy expect to | 
divine Laura. "+ 
Lau. Send your respect back to its ore, the bounty of 1 
Sir Felix. 3 
Eng. My love, you have my heart, my life. But when 1 
reflect on the distance my fate has thrown me from it 
checks my presumption. I endeavour to hide from con- 
tempt, and would, if possible, ahrink from my own opinion. 
Lau. What was I, Eugene? a poor abandoned orphan; 
and but for the kind attention of Sir Felix, I hould be a wretch- 
eld outcast, and ex the cold reception poverty must 
expect from a hard and sordid world. 5 
Fug. F 
my Laura, I should have been happy. 
Lan, nnn i 11 


DUEL | 


Void of Jealousy or care; 
Emblems of the bless'd above, 
Sharing pure seraphie love; 
By the brook beneath the shade 
Of the lofty poplar laid, 
Chearful strains awake the grove, 
Dulcet notes of peace and love! 
Say ye proud, ye rich and great, 
Circled round gar N etate:? 
Real pleasures can 8 ? 
No, 'tis found inr 


Jo Enter Sir Felix and Compton. 1 

Sir Fel. Compton, nn Logk — ©} 

. 11 
Unfeigned affection indeed, Sir. = 11 
Sag el. 'E ! r Tu disturb their tan 1 
qu ility. ES, 0 


— 8 
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0 12 w 
Comp. Dear Sir--—— 4 * 
Sir Fel. Be viet, man: Theirj Joy will be the greater . 


| wards, -—-Ha ! 4 _ my W we . t Lane a dish of chat 


to day. 5 8 F BN og ft vs 
.>Eug. The loss was mine, Sir. j 


Sir Fel. Compton, now for it. Laura, do you know that 


Jam very happy to-day ? 


Lau. Dear Sir, you never can be happier than I sincerely | 


wish you. 
Sir Fel. I thank you, child-—Yes, N þa, 4 1 = 


light.in a a wedding. 


Tau. 'Sir!--- 3 


Sir Fel. We are to have a wedding under this roof to-night, 


Eugene. | 
"hap. Indeed Sir ? EG 
Sir Fel. Yes; Iam going to marry. 

Fug. Who Sir? 
Sir Fel. Laura. PE 5 1 
E Me, Sir! © SHS Ih | | 

Sir Fel. Yes; I am going to marry you to my SON. 
| Fug. Son! Have you a son Sir? 
cont: He has, Eugene; a son worthy of such a father. . 


4 ? 


Eugene. And he i is to be united to Laura! ar 


. 
; 17 " + 
: 5 * 


Sir Fel. Yes, Eugene, he's a good lad. I. U assure you'll 


like him exceedingly, Eugene. Egad; you'll never be out of 

his company. But he's at hand to bless my hopes, crown my 

wishes, and end my cares. You've no objection, Laura? 
Laura. Gratitude, Sir; must ever make your will the guide 


of mine.---Till now I never felt the loss of a parent. ( Aside. ) 


Eugene. Never till now did 1 at the vant of a * 
C Aside. ) 

Compton. My heart bleeds for wem. 

Sir Fel. Nonsense! when happiness comes unexpected, it 


brings a double OG and cheers like the sun from behind 


- cloud. z 
QUINTETTO. 


Sir Felix, O hopw'sweetly pleasure's tasted, 
| VUsher'd in by grief or pain 
Ever joy, some joy is wasted; 
+... Give me sunshine after rain. 
Compton. A trial so severe discovers 
True affection's real charms: 
| _  Hapless, happy, faithful lovers? 8 
= Soon you'll bless eac others arms. 3 
Sir Felis. Oh exquisite pleasure! 1 . 
| Oh joy beyond measure 7 4 
Whhatlsay you, my Laura? what e, 941 
i my friend ? TRE 


: ' 
* 
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Then hey for a wedding! 
And hey for a bedding ! 
i And hey for a baby at nine months end. 


Celestial patience, meek-ey'd maid, 


Laura 


i and Impart thy lenient power! 
| Eugene. (With calm content tis thou must aid. | * > Piet 
SE And cheer the adverse hour. 0 4 
| Sir Felix, We' Il be merry, by jingo; „ | 1 
ely. | I've got some old relicks - 3 h | 
| Of Bacchus------why Lingo! > ®4 | - #1 
le- | Sauter Ling. ©: _ -: 1 
1 Ugo. Here Domine Feliz. | f 1 
Gir Felix. You know my choice old sack, | 955 "| 
”Y | Go fetch a dozen bottles; SE 1 i i 
9 Brave Bacchus we'll attack, OM #0 
Lingo. And bibo all our throttles, * ö 
Sir Felix, A feast's not worth a fig. 5 | as 14 
Without a lusty joruſnmm Th en - 4 
Lingo, Hey popolorum jig, Fo: Ze bo | N 
| Hey jiggo popolorum. 
CHORUS, Hey Popolorum j Jig, 
7 | Hey) Jiggo 8 
n | 
I SCENE I. Anim. © i Er 
- Draws and discovers Mrs. Cheshire and Chicare. ! 
Chicane. 8 my glass of brandy and water is finished, and ih 
4 by this time the horses are putting to, " 


Mrs. C. We'll be upon him. He has got my letter by it 
adus; and Sir Felix friendly, who lives here below, has given Ii 
Ine notice of Eugene's intentions to marry an orphan girl some- 
where here in the country; but I think III forbid the banns. ik 
You've the writ ready, Mr. Chicane ? > 3 

Chicane. In my pocket. But, Mrs. Cheshire, I trust vou 
will let no tender qualm prevent the execution of it, in case tlie 
young man; this Eugene, shall refuse to marry you. 

Mrs. C. Tender qualms! you're a good lawyer, I believe, 
Mr. Chicane, but you are little read in the heart of a woman. 
No, Sir; the more we love, the more, we hate, when that love 7 
Is lighted. And am not I right, Sir? not a better filled cheese of 
Shop in the borough than mine. What would che tellow hawer ' 
and pray Sir, an't I a wife for any man? 1 

Chicane, Wife | ay, and a good wife to, Mrs. Cheshire, 11 
And what's better, there's plenty of you. | 1 

f 


Mrs. C. Ah'that's what my poor dear husband used to av. 
The good soul died of a surfeit at the London Tavern. Ay, 
mere curds and whey ;---wouldn't do for a city feast. Deli- 


— 


„ 
cate as Parmesan, Mr. Chicane. Why, wife, says he, you're 
an honour to Tooley-street. Anoble Cheshire cast in a Dutch 
mould. If he still refuses my hand and property,-------- _ 

Chi. To prison he goes. Yes, I have got a bailiff that] 
think will haye him. Yes, my bailiff's an agreeble fellow, 
Tom Touch has a most taking way with him. Yes, yes, he'l 
if 7 deep in the King's Bench to night. 

1 Mrs. C. Ay, as sure as you have two ears upon your head, 
1 Mr. Chicane. 

+ Chi. Then he's safe enough. ( Acide . 

'M Mrs. C. Yes, yes, to prison he goes; and I think 1 am 
imat, Sir. 

Chi. Right! if not, Madam, I would not be concerned fu 
you. I like to be on the right side; and in my last cause 
particularly, 1 lent an ear to justice She never repaired it 
though. (Aside.) 

Mrs. C. Come, Mr. Chicane, rise O! I hope the poor 
beasts have fed. -A tolerable pull to draw you and me in a 
gig from London. 

Chi. Only two hours and four minutes. You are an ns 
cellent driver, Mrs. Cheshire. = 
JE | Mrs. C. A pretty work, Sir, in such weather, driving, my 

: gig after a fellow ! I protest, Sir, though my dear husband 

f had a confirmed asthma, and was sixty-eight when he died, 1 
gave myself more trouble about this 9 though the felgn 
Is in sound health, and is only twenty-four. | 

Chi. All from your good nature, Mrs. Cheshire. 

Mrs. C. Oh! If my poor dear husband was alive But 
he's better where he is. | 

SONG. 

In choice of a busband us widows are nice, 

Ad not have a man would grow old in a trice ; 
Not a bear, or a monkey, a clown, a fop, 
But one that could bustle and stir in my Shop. 

A log Ill avoid, when I'm chusing my lad, 
And an stork, that might gobble-up all that I bad: 
Such suitors Ter bad, Sir--but off they might bop, 
T want one that can bustle and stir in my 2 
The lad in my eye is the man to my mind, 
So handsome, so young, $0 polite and so kind ! 
With such a good soul to the altar I'd pop, 
He's the man that can bustle and tir ingny «bop. - 


SCENE II. A Chamber. 

| Enter Sir Felix and Compton. | 
Sir Fel. Ha, da, ha! shes come, Mrs. Cheshire is come, 
and brought an attorney upon him, How he will be surprised! 
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attorney on the other. 


of 7 and on the farm of fun I'll be a tenant for Wes, 


2 T lik'd a maiden's charms, 


of mind. Company, conversation is? 


in, and bibo a little with your father and Domine Felix: they 
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A latter is her harbinger, and they Il be here in five minutes 


Ha, ha, ha! 


Comp. I had not a notion "twas you sent for her, Sir Felix. 
Sir Fel. I knew I'd surprised you. Ha, ha, ha! We see 
how he'll fight it out. Egad ! they'll surprise him. -How © |}! 
finely he'll be hampered ! an ideal rival on one side, and a real 
Ha, ha, ha 

Comp. And tantalized with forbidden Fruit in the remoting 
affection of my Laura. 

Sir Frl. Ay, but when I snatch him from the attorney and 
the fat chees-monger, and bless him with an affluent fortune 
and his dear Laura, how he'll be then surprised! 

Comp. Why certainly the winding up will be the best of 
the joke. 


Sir Fel. Joke ! I hoe in a Jaks, A hearty laugh is my lease 


SONG. 


Some love great bowls to quaff, 
Some like a dog and gun; 
J love a hearty laugh, 
Give me a bit of fun. 


Sir Feliz. 


And after her did run: y 
1 took ber in my arms, : 
Says T we ll have some fun. 
with laugh, and joke, and play, 
At length her beart I won ; 


To church we went sd gay, 
And then we bad some fun E 


Enter Eugene. 


Fug. I wish J could get an opportunity of Speaking ta 
Laura. I won't return to Sir Felix in such a perturbed state 


Enter Lingo. a \ 
Lin. Do Sir, come in and take a glass, do. Sir, pray come 


are gone laughing into the parlour, and I have * a 
bottle for em. 

Eug. Well, Lingo, my respects to Sir Felix, and I shall do 
myselt the honour of waiting on him at supper. 

Lin. No, Sir, tis I that am to wait on him at supper, be- 
cause I am the butler. Do, pray, Sir, come into meo ma- 
gister. Yap.l be heartily welcome to Domine Felix, I'm 
Sure; and that the wine is good, bona veritas I'm sure; fag 
I. took two glasses just now at the side * 
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„. Why then, pray go in and take another, Primo, $6: 
cuudo, tertio, Mr. Lingo. 
Lin. Primo, secundo, tertio Mr. Eugene, you know some. 
thing, 1 know a little. You have studied, pray, Sir, was you 
an Oxonian, ora Cantab ? | 

Eug. What an infernal fellow? _ ( Half aside.) 

Lin. An infernal fellow! O then you wore a square cap.— 
In pose the infernal fellow of Oxford. Pray, Sir, can you de- 
cline the amatum supine to a lady that's fine? 
Fug. I find you are a great scholar, Mr. Lingo. 
Lin. Scholar! I was a master of scholars. — — 
--=Scio, scribendo, I can read, Legere, I can write. Tacitorun 
Latinum, I can speak Latin. But then, quid opus mihi usun- 
que sciente? what need have I of so much knowledge ? No one 
listens to me but Cowslip the dairy-maid; and J admire her 
WT; for she's as docile as a young elephant. 


SONG. 


Amo, amas, 
I love alas, 
As a Cedar tall and b 
Sweet Cowslips grace | | 
: Is her n. m'tive case, | ; 2 
And she's of the feminine gender. 
Gbor.-----Rorum corum, Sunt divorum, 
: Harum scarum, Divo! 
Tag rag, merry derry, perriwig and bens, 
Hic, Hoc, horum genetivo 1] | 
an I decline BN 
A nymph divine? \ 
Her voice as a flute is dulcis ; b 
Her oculus bright, 
Her manus white, 
And soft, when I tacto, her pulse is. 
6 Sber, - Rorum, corum, &c. | 
Ty Oh how bella 
My puella ! 
I'll kiss seculorum: 
If I've luck, Sir, 
She's my uxor, 
O dies benedictorum ! 
Cbor.-----Rorum corum, &s. 


Enter Thomas. 


Zug. Well, Themes, - 

.  * Thomas. I've been taking a mug of ale at the Griffin, Sir 

and a lady just come from London, desired me to gi\ e you that 

there letter. LEæit. 

| . Mrs. — s hand, my old Calypso of e 
; 0 £ads 
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6 Sir, 


« ] wish I could say dear Eugene ; but you know v0 8 are 
« unworthy of such an epithet, yet my good nature obliges me 
« to repeat the offer of my hand, which if you again reject, my | 


<« attorney has instructions to sue you for the money my good- 


« ness lent to your necessity. 
« Yours if you please, MARGERY | Cuxskinx. 


P. S. I and my attorney will be with you immediately.” 


*'Sdeath ! to be pestered at such a time with. such a fulsome, 
- teazing old fool !. her cash that she absolutely forced upon me. 


What shall I do with her, a silly, ridiculous Eh, egad, suppose 
]---Ha, ha, ha; a thought strikes me. It will involve her in a 
ridiculous situation. I'll procure her a more honourable recep- 
tion than she expects. Ha, ha, ha; yes, Thomas shall set it a- 


going through the family. I'll tell it to him as a secret, and 
he will tell it over the house, and the more marvelous, the eas ĩex a 


allowed. 
Enter Thoms. 


Thomas. 0 Sir I've been looking for you. The with got here 
as so0n as her letter. She's in the little parlour, and — 


r 


Tho. Sir! — x 
Eug. Thomas, I know you're honest. 


Tuo. That I am, Sir, as any Servant in--- 


| Eug. Thomas, can you—-shut that door ; can vou keep & 
great secret? 
Tho. Leave me alone for that, Sir. 


Eug. O Thomas, it's of the greatest consequence. If Known | 


it may lay our country in ruin. 

Tho. I won't tell a word of it, Sir. 

Eug. Not for your soul Then, you must know---come this 
way- that lady that gave you the letter, and that's now in the 
little parlour, 1s a Russian Princess.. | 

Tho. A Princess! 

Eug. The Princess Rustifusti. She fought a duel----- 

Tho. A Princess fight a duet! 


3 


Eug. With a great Count of the holy Roman Empire. She : 


was run through the sword arm; but the noble Count's wounds 
were said to be mortal; so she has fled to England for safety: 
and if she's discovered, we must give her up: then Thomas, 
She'll be bheheadect. 
Tho. Poor noble soul! 
| Dep. Ay, Thomas ; such a Princess knows all languages, and 
Engl ish most correctly. Tg Thomas, if you men 1 
Tho, Me! not fo — 
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Enter Fringe. 5 
ala. Hush ! not a word, epecialiy to a woman. TD Exif, 
Fr. And why not to a woman pray ? 

Ibo. Because it's a secret. 

Fr. A secret! I must know it. a 
Ebo. O, Mrs. Fringe, if you would not speak of it 

Fr. Come, tell me. | 
Tho. Then you must know----shut the door--—this way—the 


great lady in the little parlour is a Russian Princess. 


Fr. A Princess 
Tho. The Princess Rusky Fusky. She Killed two Counts of 


; the holy Roman Emperor. She's here incog.---And if she; 


taken, her head will be chopped off. Not a word of that, Mrs, 


Fringe; for it's a rascally thing to tell a _ once you're in- 
trusted with it. 


Fr. So it is indeed Thomas — Krit. Thomas.) A 


Princess! I'll wait upon her. She may prefer me to be one of 


her maids of honour. Enter John. 
Fobn. Did you see Mr. Lingo ? I want some cake ne. wine 


for this strange gentlewoman here in the parlour. 


Fr. — 5 — | well, I find some people know more of 


some people than some people. But when pe 2 intrust peo 


ple with people's secrets, people are not to tell them to all peo- 


ple people meet. 


FJobn. Hey! the devil ! what a croud of people's here ! 
Fr. Eh! no, we're alone —shut the door —4 ohn, if you knew 
ou won t tell any body ? 

Fobn. Tell! did I tell of the bottle of burnt claret the other 


| 5 though I stole it from Mr. Lingo myselt. 


No, you have discretion, John.---John, that gentlewoman, 
as you call her, is—---but it is the 25 secret she is the 
eat Russian Princess Rusky Fusky ! 

FJobn. The Princess Rusky Fusky! * 

Fr. She was set upon by five holy Roman Empires. rue 

dear lady had nothing but her fan and her scissars; and with 

these she defended her honour, with her back against a tree, till 

she laid the five holy Roman Empires all dead at her feet. If 


she had staid, she would have had her head severated from her 
body; so she called for her own maid, a faithſul sensible body 
like me, one that never blabbed,-—she packed up her portman- 


teau. cros-ed the seas, and landed at Blackheath. If she's taken 


---John don't tell, as her life's in danger. 


Fobn. Her life in danger! damme! if I'd tell for halfa crown. 
Fr. Ibelieve you, John. I assure you I woudn't have told you, 
only I know you can keep a secret as well as myself. [Exit 


F 1-490 Can one get any * vs it yer 
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Enter Cowslip. | 
rif Cow. What cream is wanted for the morning, John? 
; Jobn. Ha! my dainty dairy maid ! ; | 
Cow. Ha'done, do, I shoudn't have thought of your im- 
pudence, John. _ e Bell rings. 
Jobn. Zounds! I forgot the wine and cake for the Prin---- |} 
gad! I'd like to have popt it out. Ah, Cowslip I could discover. 


the Cow. I don't care what you discover of me. Why did Mr. 
Lingo tell then? | 5 | — 
Fobn. What? . gh | 
10 Cow. O nothing. 5 5 RN 1 
e: Jobn. Damn the old wig block! he has the ear, and I fancy |} 
Ted the lip too of every woman in the house. e 
ay, Cow. Why, you're as tall, and your leg is not amiss, when 1 


you're behind the coach. But why don't you speak the Latin 
a | N 1 
FJobn. I've more regard to decency, then to curse and wear 
to innocent women, because they don't understand me. | 
| Cow. Does Mr. Lingo do so? certain and sure he does come 
out with his nouns sometimes. 1 3 1 

Jobn. Cowslip, I II tell you the secret, if you'll affront him. 

Cow. Ods-daisy ! but I'll huff him; will that do? I'll pull 
his wig, He's mighty proud of hiswig. Now what's the secret? 

Jobn. The secret 18---( Bell rings.) Coming !---don't tell. 
We ve a great Princess in the house. ; 3 
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ew Cow. A Princess! Ods daisy! that's fine. ne > i 
Jobn. The Russian Princess Rusky Fusky. — i 
her Cow. The Princess Rusky Fusky ! Fo HY 
Fohn. She killed six knights of the holy Roman Emperor. 
an, She's in disguise here. Theſconstables are after her with a earch | 


the warrant, and she Il be hanged if she% taken. You have the secret 
new, and pray keep it for my sake. ( Bell rings.) Coming, coming. 

| Cow. Keep the secret! ay, that Iwill. Lord! Il go to the | 
che Princess Rusky Fusky, and teen I must make haste to the lawn, 
| or all the sports will be over, and Cudden, my sweet-heart, gone. | 
tin home, or mayhap dance with another girl. John and Mr. Lingo 
If ---Ah! after all, I find Cudden has skimmed the cream of my 


as affections. py | OY 
dy 5 1 | S O N 6G. IE by 
f Tune, Corn Riggs are bonny, © 

in- | Lord, what care I for —. or dad 7 
en W y, let em scold and bellow: | 

| | For while I live I'll love my lad. | * 
. He's such a charming fellow. 3 * 
6 The last fair day on Gander-green, 2 

bes. TORE. | The youth he danc'd so well o: 3 
it. > So spruce a lad was never seen, 
3 


2 As wy sweet charming fellow. 
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The fair was over, night was come, - 
The lad was somewhat mellow; 
Says he, my dear, I'll see you home, 
Ithanked the charming fellow. P 
We trudg'd along, the moon shone bright, 
Says he, if you'll not tell o, | | 
I'll kiss you here by this good light; 
Lord, what a charming fellow ! 
You rogue, says I, you'veſtoph'd my breath 
Ye bells ring out my knell o! 
Again I'd die so sweet a death, 
With such a charming fellow. ü ( 


0 1 comes Mr. Lingo, with his gibberish and his nonsense. "1 


Enter Lingo. 
* Lin. 0 my sweetest of cowslips, dulces puella ! by my dexter 


+ and sinister manus, your antic Caleb sings lo Pœans to see you. 


Coro. What do you Say, you're in pain to see me, Mr. Lingo? 
Lin Gerunds, declensions, verbs and adverbs. 
Cow. I should not ha'thought of your herbs. . 
Lin. Aid me, amor, the eight parts of Speech, singular, pine, | 
. nouns and prononns ! : 
Cow. Mr. Lingo, I does' nt love cursing and Swearing. 
Lin, Nominativo hanc, hunc et hoc. \ 
Cow. Hock again! Your drunk with hock for my part 1 "MK | 
lieve: I desire you'll ha' done, do. [Gives him a pusb. 5 
Lin. Ha' done, do! Here this you azure woods, you purling 
plains, you verdant skies, you crystal swains, ye feathered foun- 
tains, trinkling groves, you cooing kids, ye capering doves! She's 
in the imperative mood, O damnatus, obstinatus mulier! ef 
Cow. Do you say I'm a damn'd obstinate mule ?-------How 
dare you call me names ? * II pull your wig for you, that's what 
—_ [Pulls bis wig. © 
Lin. If my scholars were to see me now, they d never let me 
whip them again in' secula seculorum. | 
Cow. For all your lorums and larning, I could he you some- 
--what, if I had a mind, Mr. schoolmater, but its a great secret, or 
I could tell you the big lady in the little parlour is the Princess 
Rusky Fusky; how she killed seven whole Roman Emperors; 
and how she lll be hanged in chains if she's catch d; and I could 
have told you every word if I pleased; but you shan't knowa 
syllabub of it from me, that you shan't, Mr* schoolmaster. [| Exit. 
Lin. Multum in parvo. What a discreet slut jt is to know all 
+ this, and wou'dn't even tell me, because its a secret 1 The Prin- 
dess Rusky Fusky is in our house! this is indeed a secret, pro 
no publico. This Cowslip is the very fiower, the daffy-down. 
7 of dairy-maids. 8 
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eternal adieu to you and happiness. 
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Laura will stay behind? 


| Sang to Sir Felix---I'll NOM. my — where he — | 
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Of all the pretty flowers, 
- A Cowslip's my delight: 
With that I'd pass my hours, 
Both morning, noon, and night, 
2:0 To be sure I would, &c, 
This Cowslip smell'd so sweetly, 
And look'd so fresh and gay, 
Says I, your dress'd so neatly, | | 
: We'll have alittle play. 8 | . : 
, | | To be sure we will, &c, | | : 
Due evening in the dairy, | ED 1 
was lying on the shelf BY 
- I kiss'd the pretty fairy, | OY . 
And then laid down myself. . 1 
To be ure I did, &c. | 3 FI 
This flower one morning early Fre : 3 44 
Upon a bed did rest; F 
| I tov'd to pull it dearly, RR 
4 And stick it to my breast. | 
| _ Tobecure, 1 could, &c. 


Sen m. 
| Enter Fugene. 1 
"To: So, as 1 expected, my secret has gone throught the fi 
mily, and my cheesemonger is a Russian Princess. pn 
Enter Laura. | 


You. 0 Eugene, I here Sir Felix's son is actually arived. = 
.. Eug. Then, my Laura, though bitter the 3 I bid an 


Lau. Do you leave the country Eugene? ; 
Lau, Can 1 stay to see my dearest Laun — What 18% 1 


Lau. Nay, Eugene, do you tell m. > = 
Eug. Sir Felix's son is arrived, and---Can 1 bee you in n the arms 
of another? 
Lau. Ha, Eugene, if you god you, can you! think your | 'F 


Eug. Generous Laura! but Sir Felix has set his heart upon 
your union with his son. To his bounty my father and I We 
our very-existence. And Shall I, like a viper, turn and sting my 


kind preserver ? No Laura. IT hough-i in the possession of you, 


my love, I comprise all hope of happiness; yet, in my mind, the 
height of human bliss is dearly gained, when purchased by n att 
action of dishonour. ' 13 

Lau. I ask your pardon, Sir---I see my al than; t be un- 5 
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though my heart may burst. —0Oh! Eugene, I did not think 
you d use me thus. 


8 0 NG. 
Ah! why take back the vows you gave, 
Or wish to part with mine? 
My heart is still your willing slave, 
Tho? your's I must resign. 
A bird whose vows did first engage, 
Tho” anxious to remain, 
Enamour'd of its golden cage, 
You'd now let loose again. 
You lull'd me in a dream of love, 
A gay illusive shew ; | 
And when the substance I would prove, 
You wake me into woe. 


Eug. I cannot bear this, and fear love must triumph « over 
_ _ gratitude.---And have you fortitude, Laura, to face the world 
with me? 

Lav. Fry me; And not even- the elements $hall part your 
faithful Laura from her beloved Eugene. | 

Evg. Generous Laura. 


SONG. 


My Laura, wilt thou trust the seas; 
For poor Eugene quit home and ease, 
And certain peri] prove !j | 
Then constancy 
Our pilot be, 
As all. our freight is love! 
: Tho“ Boreas wears an angry form, 
; And threat ning clouds portend a storm. 
No chearing star above. 
Let constancy, &c. 

Our bark shall bravely stem the tide, 
Till skies clear up and storms subside, 
And peace returns her dove. 

Let constancy, & c. 


SCENE IV. 
Curtain draws and discovers Mrs. Cheshire sitting 33 Lings, | 
| John, and William, ceremoniously waiting. 


Mrs. C. My patience is almost wearied out. Very strange 
I can't see Eugene.---Oh dear! a glass of water, if you please. 

Fobn. Yes, Madam. 

Lin, Madam! John don't know $he's a princess; and I can't 
do her proper homage before these Cyclops. John, you may 
both retire. 

Fobn. Mr. Lingo's not i in the secret. ( Aside. ) Mr, —_ 
Pray bow respectiully to her. 
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Lin. Do you teach me that have teached hundreds? Centum, 
een, you vile lictor! Take your face out of the room, 
Am nvi Uthe domestic god, the very lady of the family? Fe — | 
(Exit John,) Don't be afraid. No body knows you but me. 

Mrs. C. These Kentish servants are very. civil. be 


Enter Cowslip, with a bowl, 


Cow. Some of our English cream for your royal reverence 
[Kneeling „ 
Mrs. C. My royal reverence! ! 
Lin. Take the glass, please your Catholic Majesty. 
Mrs. C. My Catholic Majesty! 
Lin. Cowslip, leave the presence. 
- Cow. 1 have no mote presents than the bowl of cream. 
Lin. Cream ! you shallow Pomona! 


Cow. Well, till now! — thought you great Russians wore. , 


whiskers. w___ 
Lin. Don't mind that girl, most learned Mufty. She's a mere 
English Druid, most divine bard. 1 | 


Enter John, with cake. 


Lin. John, this W is too great---- 


Fobn, Mr. Lingo, I was ordered----- 

Lin. John, I do not love a common Demosthenus. | 

Fohn, Sir, I----- 

Lin. Go out, unmannerly homo, go! (Exit John. ) the most 
impudent canus in our domus. 

Mrs. C. This is wine. A glass of water, if you please. | 

Lin. 1 vino veritas. Yotrget not water in this house. Some 
cake for your faithful Majesty. 

Mrs. C. My Majesty! O, this is mere diversion.----] sent a 
letter just now from the Griffin to Mr. Eugene. 

Lin. You sent it! Yes, he got a letter from the Griffin. — 
Take some cake. Vivitus, we live by eating and drinking, please 
your grace's holiness. 

Mrs. C. My grace's holiness! pray harkee, Sir, does your 
master tolerate you to---but I III cool. 

Lin. Cool! she wants the Russian stove. We have no Such. 
in England, great Ottoman; but I'll immediately get 1 2 chaff- 
ing dish of hat coals for your sublime port. | 


Enter Fringe. 


Fr. Kneeling. Please your royal — 
Mrs. C. My royal highness! ” 

Fr. lam my young Lady's own woman, your royalhi gnness, 
Mrs. C. I am no royal highness, mad. | 
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. Oh, oh! 


x the door I insist. 


K* 5 3 

Fr. O! I know your royal highness very well; but ra scorn 

to betray your royal highness, as it was in defence of — virtue 

you killed the Roman Emperors. 

Mrs. C. 1 kill the Roman Emperors! | 'F 
Fr. A Russian princess! Give me our own royal family after al. 

Mrs. C. All mad in this house, I believe. ] 


Enter Lingo with a cloak. 


Lin. You will have the hot coals presently. In the mean 
time throw this Russian fur cloak over you. Mr. Compton 
"wore it in your cold Eastern POT You were wounded in the 
sword-arm, great Rustifusti. . ' 

Mrs. C. Yes, this fellow's mad. + -- {lads 

Lin. Those Roman Emperors that attacked you, were Tar- 
Juins, depend upon it. That chair is too low for your high- 
ness! Here is another. It is lighter and more fitter for your 
eminence. 

| E ater Thomas. 

Tho. F Nell and ** ) Your highness is — 

Ars. C. ee I. All mad. I've got into bedlam sure. 

[ Aside, 

. ( Laying bold on Thomas. ) Whisper a Princess! Why, | 
Thomas, you fancy yourself Ca' dinal Wolsey in this house. 

Thomas. O! if you knew, Mr. Lingo--- 


Lin. What? Quid opus? 
* Tho. A secret. I met an attorney and a bailiff at the @vor. 


Lin. An attorney !---turn out. [Turns bim out. 


Mrs. C. It's my lawyer. Open the door. 
Lin. Let 1 in an attorney !—---A:e you med, great potentate ? 


* 


Mrs. C. Open the door. 4 4, 
Lin. The lawyer will HRW you, commander of the faithful, 
. Open the door I say. 
Lin. Sit quiet great Rustifusti. 
Mrs. C. Am I to be shut up here with a madman ? Open 
[ Rises. 
Lin. Her serene 8 is in a passion. She'll never be 
taken alive. Yes, she Il kill the attorney. There is a case of 55 
zistals. There is a broad sword. Heavens! how $he'll fight! 7 
ere, now, defend yourzelf, brave Rustifusti.----- #77, 
Mrs C. Open the door, I say. . - 
Lin. Yes, she'll shoot the attorney. stay, til 1 get up here 
Not w prime, and fire away, brave Bellona. 


Enter Sir Felix and Compton. 5 4 „ Sir 
Sir Fel. Don' t be alarmed,.Princess. Fhough your persons s bu 8 


known here, you're safe by all the laws of ho- prality. 0 M 


— — ——————— 
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e attorney. 


one thing I can never forgive in Secula seco orum. 
Com. What's that, Lingo? ? | | 
Lin. Her not shooting the attorney. 


| Enter Chicane. 5 „ 
Chi. 3071 $0, the party has belt SES,” 
Mrs. C. Eugene.! 18182 n 21 
Sir Fel. My son run, away. 
Cbi. With the young Lady of the hows I think. 
Comp. My daughter . 


Sir Fel. Tol, lol, lol! — Ha, ha ha! This is good. To 25010 27 


ch other, gone off together. Ha, ha, ha! I'm so happys 
Enter Eugene and Laura. 


Sir Fel. So; you ran away to, be married. I uppose 


Eig. With that intention, Sir, I confess. 
Lau. Dear Sir Felix, the fault was mine; but Eugene 8 mind 
| replete with honour, and he has made me a proselyte. O Sir! 


has my affections. I here return to my obedience, with hopes 


on of your's will never accept my hand, when my heart is 


Wessed by another. 


Sir Fel. Refused a fine girl rather than violate the ties of ho- Bo. 
ur and gratitude !---My Eugene! my son! take the dlessing i 


a father; for now I with pride acknowledge you. 
Eug. (To Compton,) Sir! 


Comp. "Tis true, Eugene. Sir Felix claims 2 filial duty, "i 


Eug. I'm surprised! 0 
dir Fel. Yes, I love to surprise ban 8 


Tau. Dear Sir! ! (To Sir Felix) your blessing oy 1 TD 
: [Fneeling.. 


Sir Fel. Kneel there, Laura. His right i is prior to mine. 
Lau. Mr. Compton! 1— — 
Comp. Ves, Laura, in me you behold an affectivriae parent; 5 


2 


t next to heaven you owe your thanks to that benevolent man. | 
Mrs. C. Well, I'll be yevengedy if it cost me half the cheese 


my shop. 


Sir Fel. Stay, widow. Egad! I've surprised you. Supposet 
u surprise me in turn, and marry the attorne ß? _— 
Mrs, C. I own Mr. —_— an honest man, but— — 


— — 
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. 
— EE —— —— — — — —— ¶ ß f, 


Lin, Stand out of he way, Dothitie Felix, tl Ruvtifust chocs 
Comp. kx. this is Mrs,  Cheshire, our Southwark cheese- 


Jonger. | 
bg A cheesemonger ! 0 Calum et terra! Aud have: 4 

died Syntax, Cordery „ Juvenal, and Tristram Sandy, to 
rue wine on my knee 15 a mighty cheesemonger ! But there 
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Kir Fel. Houesti Take him 1 —Bring an honest attorn 


over London bridge with yo 1 u, and you'll surprise: all | Tooly-stre 
1289155 > Aten nler Ling Oc 


Lin. I hear of A wedding going 10 be, -Domine Felix, the 
fore I will wrire a Lp epitaph, Sor the ir of bridegroon 
wherein III prov e the patronage of Cu pid, Thomas a Beck 
Sir G K er, and | Helley O' Gablus. © FE 
Sir Fel. ho ge have no more of your damn'd Godfre ys: 
- Gabalusses. Lay the dot, aud surprise us with a good we 
ding supper. | 
Eug. A wedding is it possible 1 "4 
Sir. Fel. Yes, boy, possible; ay, and 8 too. I 
| surprised you with the, gifl of your d ng a , good fortune 
Is not W an Agreeable Surprise. | 
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Pt — 
{It A A Kiss by girl? e my boy! 
$$; There no each anxious trouble ; 
TY 8 a0 Vet be it still my greatest joy TW 
128 e 15: Gt erich e eurprise my friend, B 
. f CHORUS 
Mr 3 Path joyial heart be pleas'd this night; 
1 3 What blessing in good humour lies! 
wit And prospects yield more sweet delight, . 
4 > | ;By an Agreeable NN 6 
Mil: = Tan In purest robes of radiant light, 
4 5 Diana, Ceres, Hymen come! 
E g Du. Nou ve bleszed the day, s0 cnown the night, 
20 „ Our birth . wedding, harvest home! 
5 eon aht it st- Each jovial heart. Sc. 
E: Jie 231} . 6. ces. Rusti ifusti now no more, 
0 ü % NorRussian Princess here incog! 


_ ve Widow Cheshire as before, 

. | And for a husband still agog! | 

T n Each jevial heart, Se. 5 
FE oon. Uncertain yet our poet s fate, | | 
| _ Tis your award must fix his dome! = 
r Applaud 1 with joy he ll celebrate 
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{5 55 Our birthday, wedding, harvest home! 
R hc" For omne bene be applies, 
„„ es Dead Aline in eritie e paw; 
1111 | = F orgive th Agrecable Surprise, 
| | 1nd fac . spare him for his Son-in-law. | 

| 41 H OR US. 


1 rep de enn this night; 29 Þ 
What blessing in good human lies! 

And prospects yield more sweet delight, 
* an e er 5 
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